CHAPTER XII.

A FESTIVAL.

IN December, to celebrate the birth of the Prophet, the flags
and banners are taken from the tomb of Sidi Abd-el-Rha-
man and carried to the cemetery of Oued-el-Kebir (the big
river), near Blidah. Here they decorate for several days the
tomb of another celebrated marabout, who has lain in a beau-
tiful ravine under noble olives as quietly and as long as the
sidi. At this season the sun shows himself over the mount-
ain at nine and disappears at two o'clock. We went to Bli-
dah, and the morning of the fete we took a conveyance and
followed the gorge by the leaping brook for about two miles.
A few miles beyond Blidah is a similar ravine, Les Gorges de
la Chiffa, where, through the dense growth of bay, olive, fern,
lentisk, and juniper, runs a brook, Le Ruisseau des Singes.
The monkeys are frequently to be seen drinking, or, stretched
on the limb of a tree, intently engaged in that fraternal aid
and fellow-feeling which we have all observed in our zoological
gardens.*

* "Their depredations," says Sir L, Playfair, in his highly interesting book,
Hand-book of "Algeria and Tunis," "are sometimes very serious, and the
natives use every means in their power, short of shooting them, to drive them
away. They entertain a superstitious dread of killing these animals, as they
believe them to be descendants of members of the human race, who, having
incurred the Divine anger, were deprived of speech."